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JLjONDON was making merry with an enthusiasm un-
known for a generation* Bonfires blazed in the narrow
streets between the carved oaken house-fronts. The flames
danced in miniature from every gleaming square of win-
dow pane, flickering redly upon the crowds that sweated
and drank and shouted amidst the smoke. Above the roar
of song and laughter the bells of London's hundred
churches rang discordantly and the guns of the Tower
thundered pompously. There was so much noise that it
penetrated far beyond the walls and ** liberties" of London,
gathered force from the smaller but equally vociferous
throngs of Westminster and rolled echoing across the
Thames. It could even be heard faintly at St. James's, the
goodly manor house which Henry VIII had built a century
ago for Anne Boleyn.

i Here, on this twenty-ninth of May, 1630, England had
been given a Prince of Wales. A real English Prince, the
people were crying joyfully. For to them it was enough
that he was born on English soil Englishmen on this day of
thanksgiving were not inclined to quibble because he came
of a Scot-Danish father and a Franco-Italian mother. They
only rejoiced that when it pleased God to call His Gracious
Majesty Charles the First to his Scottish forefathers,